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At the age of eight or nine, a ceremony is per-
formed when we are accepted into the religion.
It is a sort of late baptism. It is known as the
navjote ceremony, when the sudra, which is the
sacred vest, and the kusti, which is the thread, are
given to us, tied round for the first time by the
priest in the presence of several hundreds of guests
who have come solely to be sociable and to dine at
our parents' expense. In return they give presents
which are accepted with thanks, till someone from
their family has a similar ceremony when we return
an equally expensive gift. It all seems so utterly
futile, though the sight of all those pairs and pairs
of cuff-links used to make me wonder whether life
was going to be so very exciting that we should be
able to change our links with every shirt we pulled
out of the laundry.
I remember my navjote very well. The ceremony
itself was quite tedious and somewhat tiresome.
First there was the excitement of it, shooting round
from place to place to be measured for clothes, for
the cap and little details which were essential for
the religious ceremony. On the day itself, some
time in the afternoon, I was bathed, while a priest
came into the bathroom and saw that I emerged
pure. We have to drink the urine of the cow in
the process of cleansing the body. No doubt it is
medicated, but for all intents and purposes it is still
the urine of a cow, and I know the sensation I